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The T rhgedie of 

This louingtcmpeflof your home-bred Irate, 
Norneuerbyaduifedpurpofemeetc, ,\- r . 

To plotte, contriue,qr complot any ill, 

Gaiirfl vs, our ftate, our fubrefts, or our land. 

Bit!. Ifwearc. , 

Mm. :Aa$ keepeall.this. . ; - ' 

TuV Norfolke, fo- fare as; to mine encmic f :o . 

By this time, had'the King permitted ySj 
One ofourfoules had wandredinthe ayre, 

- Banilht this frayle Sepulchre of our fleth, 

Asnovvour %flr isbaniflitfrom this land. 

ConfciTe thy treafons pre thou fly the Realrne, 

Since thou haft farre to go, beware not along 
The cloging burthen ofa guiltie foule. 

Moiv '. No Bullingbroolcepf cuer I were traytour. 
My name be blotted from tire Booke of life, 

And I from Heauen banilht, as fromhence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know. 

And all too foone(lfeare).theKing flrallrew : 
Farewell (my Leige) now no way can I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, all the w orld's my way. 

King. Vncle,euen in the glaftcs of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banilht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpc-nt, 

Returne with welcome home from banifhment. 

* Bui . How long a time lies -in one little word? 

Foure lagging' Winters, and foure wanton Springs, 
Tnd in a worel fuch is tire breach of Kings. 

gaunt. I thankemy Liege, that in regard ofmee-, 
He Ihortens foure yeares ofmy Sonnes exilej 
But little vantage ihall Ircape thereby: 

For ere thefixe yeares that he hathro fpend 
Can qhange their mopneSjand bring their times abqut, 
My'oyle-driedlampe, and time bewailed light 
Shall be extinft with age and endlelfe night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my Sonne, 
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"Richard the Second. 

King. Why VnckIe,thou hall many yeares to hue. 
gaunt.- But not a minute (King) thatthou canll giue: 
Shorten my day es thou canll with fullenforrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canll helpe T ime to furrow me with agCj 
But Hoppe no wrincklein his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him,forniy death, 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. ' 

Kmg Thy Sonne is banilht wi th good aduifc, 
Whcretothytongue,a party, verdift gaue, 

Why at onr iullice fecmll thou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete to tallc,prooue in digeftion fowre. 
You vrge,me as aludge,butl had rather 
You would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

-Oh had’t been a llranger,notmy child. 

To ftnooth his fault I would haue been more nflldc : 
Apartiall flaunder fought I to auoyde. 

And in the fentence,my ©wne lifcacftroydc. 

Alas,Ilookt when fdmeof you fhould fay, 

I was tooflrift to makemine owneaway : 

But you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againftmy will,to domyfelfe this wrong. 

Kmg. Coofin farewell, and Vncklc bid him foj 
Sixe yeares we banifh him,and he Ihall go . 

*Au. Coofin Farewell j what prefence mull not know 
From where, you do remains, let Paper fihow, 
tJWar. My Lord, no leauc take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to what purpofe ctoell thou hoard thy words. 
That thou returneft no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 
Whenthetongues office Ihould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. ThvgriefeishutthyaLfcnceforatime. 

'Rut. Ioy abfcnt,griefe is prefentfor that time. 
gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they arc quickly gone. 

“Bui. T o men in ioy, hut griefe makes one hours ten. 
Gaunt. Call it a trauaile that thou takfl for plpafure. 
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